THE NEW MACHIAVELLI

special and narrow concerns, all with their backs to
most of the others.

What but a common antagonism would ever keep
these multitudes together ? I understood why modern
electioneering is more than half of it denunciation.
Let us condemn, if possible, let us obstruct and de-
prive, but not let us do. There is no real appeal to
the commonplace mind in "Let us do." That calls
for the creative imagination, and few have been ac-
customed to respond to that call. The other merely
needs jealousy and hate, of which there are great and
easily accessible reservoirs in every human heart. . ..

I remember that vision of endless, narrow, jealous
individuality very vividly. A seething limitlessness it
became at last, like a waste place covered by crawling
locusts that men sweep up by the sackload and drown
by the million in ditches. . . .

Grotesquely against it came the lean features, the
sidelong shy movements of Edward Crampton, seated
in a circle of talkers close at hand. I had a whiff of
his strained, unmusical voice, and behold! he was
saying something about the "Will of the People...."

The immense and wonderful disconnectednesses of
human life! I forgot the smoke and jabber of the
club altogether; I became a lonely spirit flung aloft
by some queer accident, a stone upon a ledge in
some high and rocky wilderness, and below as far as
the eye could reach stretched the swarming infinites-
imals of humanity, like grass upon the field, like
pebbles upon unbounded beaches. Was there ever to
be in human life more than that endless struggling
individualism ? Was there indeed some giantry, some
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